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TO  ALL  those  who  are  in  the  service 
of  our  country  in  these  historic 
times,  we  dedicate  the  Hill  Top 
Echoes  of  1918.  First  to  the  men  of 
the  Camp  of  the  Four-Fold  Life  who  are 
ready  to  make  the  extreme  sacrifice  in 
the  Army  and  Navy,  and  to  the  women 
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of  the  Camp  of  a Hundred  Fires  who  are 
forgetting  self  and  remembering  only 
God  and  country.  Then  to  those  noble 
men  and  women  who,  as  leaders  of  the 
youth  of  today,  are  giving  themselves  at 
home  to  the  training  of  outstanding  boys 
and  girls  who  are  to  make  life  worth 
living  for  all  future  generations. 
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Editorially  Speaking 


The  White  Comrade. 

Can  you  picture  to  yourself  the  battle- 
field today  at  Soissons?  The  hell  of 
plowed-up  ground,  the  heaps  of  coldly 
quiet,  or  of  writhing  bodies,  torn  with 
fever  and  pain,  the  two  determined  armies, 
desperate,  elemental,  and  filthy  of  body. 
Can  you  hear  the  shriek  and  the  pounding 
of  the  shells  and  of  the  guns?  Can  you 
feel  the  rough  touch  of  mud  upon  your 
.skin  and  crawling  vermin  on  your  body? 

In  such  an  environment,  our  Allied 
troops  are  feehng,  in  their  heart  of  hearts, 
not  the  horror  of  their  surroundings,  but 
the  presence  of  their  White  Comrade.  As 
they  take  each  step  and  do  each  duty  of  the 
day,  they  know  that  He  is  guiding  them, 
and  they  are  at  peace  in  the  midst  of  war. 
When  Miss  Palk  told  us  more  of  this 
beautiful  name  for  our  Master,  which  the 
soldier  boys  are  using,  we  felt  a feeling  of 
shame  that  we,  in  our  comfortable  homes 
and  with  such  numerous  blessings  abound- 
ing, could  ever  doubt  that  Jesus  is  with  us 
and  watching  o’er  us. 

No  other  place  on  this  North  American 
continent  does  a girl  have  a better  chance 
to  walk  with  her  White  Comrade  than 
among  the  hills  on  Conference  Point. 
When  she  wakens  in  the  morning,  she  sees 
Him  in  the  stately  trees,  in  the  feathery 
birds,  in  the  sloping  hillsides  and  in  the 
blue  water.  All  through  the  morning  she 
answers  His  call  to  service,  as  she  studies 
to  prepare  herself  for  His  work.  The 
games  and  the  water  in  the  afternoon  make 
her  body  strong  to  stand  the  rebuffs  which 
needs  must  come,  and  to  form  the  back- 
ground of  her  Four-Fold  life.  Hillside, 
the  climax  of  the  day’s  inspiration,  gives 
that  inward  power  that  nothing  earthy 
can  overcome. 


And  as  if  these  gifts  were  not  enough, 
God  has  reached  down  and  sprinkled 
among  us  the  glories  of  standing  near  to 
the  aspirations  and  the  achievements  of 
a number  of  the  greatest  leaders  for  older 
boys  and  girls  in  the  world.  We  are  al- 
lowed , to  learn  of  the  things  which  they 
have  toiled  at  for  years;  in  one  short  period 
we  can  grasp  what  it  took  them  hours  of 
thought  and  experience  to  dig  out. 

And  then  those  other  girls!  Aren’t  they 
the  gamest  and  the  peppiest  bunch!  They 
surely  know  how  to  play  the  games,  they 
are  right  there  in  the  classroom  work, 
but,  best  of  all,  they  love  Christ  and  show 
that  love  by  actions  and  not  only  by  words. 
They  are  not  afraid  to  stand  up  in  the  hard 
places  and  acknowledge  their  chumminess 
with  the  White  Comrade.  They  are  the 
leaders  of  today. 

No  girl  can  go  away  from  camp  un- 
changed. She  has  felt  the  joy  of  living 
close  to  her  Comrade.  She  has  felt  the 
call  of  service.  She  knows  that  she  is 
getting  leadership  training  and  that  she 
must  not  fall  down  on  the  job  after  she 
gets  home.  She  realizes  that  only  by  dint 
of  work  can  she  succeed;  and  that  work 
must  begin  the  minute  she  reaches  home, 
for  the  longer  she  dallies,  the  harder  it  will 
be  to  convince  others  that  she  is  in  earnest. 

Don’t  go  back  home  and  ruin  the  reputa- 
tion of  the  whole  camp,  for  people  are  go- 
ing to  judge  us  by  you.  If  you  have  at- 
tained camp  honors  publicly  or,  if  only 
you,  down  in  your  inmost  consciousness, 
know  of  the  honors  you  have  attained  by 
being  true  to  yourself,  you  have  gained 
something  which  you  must  pass  on  to  oth- 
ers. Stick  close  to  the  White  Comrade. 
He  will  always  be  there. 
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Wigeopos!  How!  How! 


By  the  shores  of  Lake  Geneva, 

By  the  shining  big  lake  water, 
Stands  the  wigwam  Tipi-Wakan. 
Tipi  made  of  wood  and  shingles. 
Tipi  used  for  heap  big  councils. 
Right  above  it  on  the  hillside 
Stands  the  camp  of  Indian  Pale 
Face, 

Daughters  of  the  tribe  of  Kinji> 
Kinji,  their  great  chief  and  counselor, 
Kinji-Gissis  loved  by  all  folk. 
There  upon  the  tent  camp  hillside. 
In  the  first  days  of  the  Red  Moon, 
Came  great  host  of  Indian  maidens. 
Came  from  east,  west,  south,  and 
northward. 

To  the  great  life  on  the  hillside. 
Some  were  old  and  some  were  young- 
er. 

Some  had  been  there  oft  before- 
times. 

Seen  the  lake  and  felt  the  forest. 
Then  the  younger  of  the  maidens. 
Those  who  knew  not  of  the  camp 
life. 

Met  in  council  in  the  Tipi, 

The  great  wigwam  Tipi-Wakan 
On  the  shores  of  Lake  Geneva. 
Met  to  organize  great  squaw  tribe. 
Who  before  were  known  as  Fresh- 
men. 

Seated  round  the  great  stone  fire- 
place. 

All  about ’Chief  Kinji-Gissis, 

Who  was  head  and  foremost  of  them. 
Then  with  minds  intent  and  thought- 
ful 

They  began  their  council  meeting. 
Kinji  rose  to  speak  and  told  them 
All  about  the  great  stone  fireplace. 
Told  them  of  the  tribes,  their  sisters. 
Told  them  how  they  must  be  or- 
ganized. 

Of  their  deeds,  and  tasks,  and  duties. 
So  they  might  be  big,  strong  squaw 
tribe. 


First  they  chose  a chief  to  lead  them, 
Jean  Williams  to  represent  them, 
Katherine  Turner  to  assist  her 
Keeping  order  in  the  council. 

Then  the  honor  of  the  keeping 
Birch  bark  records  of  the  councils 
They  conferred  on  Vi  Buchanan. 
Then,  as  they  were  rich  in  treasure. 
Gold  and  silver  and  green  paper, 
Agnes  Bryant,  called  “the  honest,” 
Was  to  keep  their  treasure  safely, 
Safe  from  moths  and  rust  to  keep  it. 
Next  there  came  the  ponderous 
choosing 

Of  a name  instead  of  “Freshmen.” 
No  more  “Freshmen” — waugh! 
waugh!  niche! 

But  instead  the  “Wigeopos.” 
Stalwart  maidens,  brown  and  husky, 
Famous  tribe  of  Wigeopos. 

Ready  now  to  join  their  brothers. 
Brother  tribe,  the  brave  hearts, 
“Allies,” 

With  the  name,  the  hidden  meaning 
Of  the  tribe  across  the  waters. 
Tribes  in  trouble  and  in  warfare 
Fighting,  shooting,  for  the  great 
cause! 

First  the  name  of  great  Chief  Wilson, 
Next  of  Chief  King  George,  his 
brother. 

Then  of  Chief  Poincaire  of  French 
tribe. 

Then  with  hearty  cheer  and  squaw- 
yell. 

All  in  one  accord  they  said  it, 
“Wigeopos!  no  more  Freshmen 
Wigeopos — 1918! 

Wigeopos,  strong  and  lasting. 

Ready  for  the  four-fold  camp  life. 
Ready  to  obey  the  Great  Chief, 
Chief  of  heaven  and  earth  and 
water, 

Wigeopos!  Now — Forever!!” 
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WM.  H.  DANFORTH 
Minisino 


He  who  made  our  Kinji’s 
dreams  come  true, 
Whose  life  has  been 
devoted  to  the  task 
Of  making  girls  and  boys 
start  life  anew, 

And  given  to  us  more 
than  we  could  ask. 


Our  noble  leader,  Kinji,  by 
whose  hand 

Girls  have  assembled  through- 
out all  the  land 
To  learn  the  blessed  Jesus  way 
of  living. 

To  lead  a life  of  service  and  of 
giving. 

JOHN  L.  ALEXANDER 
Kinji  Gissis 
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Who  Are  We? 


THE  TIPI  OF  63. 


1917  Group. 


THE  TIPI  OF  63. 

To  reach  out  into  the  darkness,  where 
there  was  no  knowledge  of  Conference 
Point  and  the  Four-Fold  way  of  living;  to 
tell  that  part  of  the  world,  dwelling  in 
ignorance,  of  the  realized  dream  of  Kinji 
Oissis  and  Minisino — that  was  the  mission 
of  the  Tipi  of  63.  Were  they  successful? 
Well,  success  can’t  come  all  at  once,  and 
although  not  every  state  in  the  Union  is 
yet  represented  in  camp,  there  are  new  ones 
this  year,  and  there  will  be  new  ones  next 
year  and  the  years  after,  until  the  Tipi 
of  63  will  have  at  least  one  member  from 
every  state  and  province. 

^ This  year  Mojag’s  records  contain 
names  from  New  York,  Massachusetts, 
Oklahoma,  Louisiana,  and  Colorado,  when 
nary  a one  from  these  states  was  here 
last  year.  You  can’t  down  a good  thing, 
it  jess  grows  and  grows,  and  some  day  we 
•shall  be  so  big  that  there  will  have  to  be 
two  camp  conferences  instead  of  our  one 
dear  old  Lake  Geneva. 


F.  O.  O.  H. 

The  F.  O.  O.  H.  was  suspiciously  or- 
ganized inside  the  front  door  La  Chapelle, 
a la  Conference  Point,  Monday,  August 


5,  1918.  This  serene  and  august  body  con- 
sists of  the  saints  (????)  in  the  camp. 
Wipe  off  that  grin  and  behold  this  illustri- 
ous society  of  dignitaries.  We  should  say 
we  are  minister’s  daughters!  Watch  our 
facial  expressions — aren’t  we  serious?  By 
casting  lots  the  following  were  granted 
probational  membership: 

The  noisiest  lyre — ’Esther  Williams, 
York,  Pa. 

The  largest  one — ’Jo  Royer,  Oberlin, 
Ohio. 

The  worst  one — Miriam  Bombard, 
Sharpsburg,  Pa. 

Thinks  she  is — ’Lydia  Edwards,  Way- 
land,  Mass. 

Thinks  she  ought  to  be — ^Susan  Schock, 
Dawson,  Minn. 

The  wood  bee — Martha  Whitlock,  Chi- 
cago, 111. 

Pro  tern — ^Eloise  Murray,  Elgin,  111. 

The  worst  fusser — Virginia  Abbott, 
Kansas  City,  Mo. 

Mistress  of  ceremonies — ’Eleanor  Brooks, 
Everett,  Mass. 

Water  carrier — ^Agnes  Bryant,  Co- 
lumbus, Ohio. 

Sergeant-at-Arms — ^Marion  Vaughn,  Au- 
rora, 111. 
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A Workable  Example 


Following  the  splendid  flag-raising  ex- 
ercises, conducted  by  the  Canadian  girls, 
we  went  to  our  Conference  Point  Sunday 
school,  which  opened  promptly  at  9:30 

a.  m. 

The  services  were  opened,  as  every  or- 
ganized Sunday  school  should  be,  in  a spir- 
it of  worship  and  prayer.  Our  hymns 
were  selected  accordingly  and  the  clear, 
girlish  voices  rang  out  in  praise,  with  such 
hymns  as  “Fairest  Lord  Jesus”  and  “When 
Morning  Guilds  the  Skies.” 

In  accordance  with  the  truly  model 
Sunday  school,  we  adjourned  to  classes, 
each  Tribe  with  a leader  for  a period  of 
Bible  study.  Before  this  half  hour  was 
over  a thunder  shower  blew  up,  which  for 
a moment  made  it  look  doubtful  as  to 
whether  the  church  attendance  would  be 
up  to  the  standard.  However,  the  day  was 
saved  when  Wadjepi  brought  the  “official 
umbrella”  so  that  in  due  time  every  girl 
was  in  her  seat,  dry  and  ready  for  the  clos- 
ing exercises  of  the  Sunday  school  and  the 
church  ser\dce. 

Our  Mojag  gave  the  Secretary-Treas- 


urer’s report.  The  total  attendance  was 
256.  The  collection  was  $152.48,  until  the 
appeal  was  made  to  raise  it  to  $200.  By 
volunteering,  the  amount  rose  to  $216.48. 
You  bet,  the  girls  can  beat  the  boys! 

As  the  third  part  of  the  morning  service, 
the  girls  themselves  taking  part,  Lottie 
May  Bose  asked  the  girls  to  tell  just  what 
the  camp  life  had  meant  to  them.  Some 
splendid  testimonials  were  made  in  regard 
to  the  camp’s  being  an  inspiration,  as  giv- 
ing strength,  as  an  influence  at  home,  and 
as  to  promoting  efficiency. 

This  being  the  anniversary  day  of  Eng- 
land’s entrance  into  the  war,  and  the  be- 
ginning of  the  fifth  year,  it  was  very  ap- 
propriate that  Grace  Woods  should  give  an 
interesting  talk  on  England. 

Then  Daddy  Waite’s  sermon,  its  main 
theme  consisting  of  “Let  the  Wise  Man 
glory  in  that  he  knoweth  the  Lord,”  was 
an  inspiration  to  all.  And  the  most  em- 
phatic statement,  “He  that  willeth  to  do 
His  will,  shall  know,”  is  one  that  has  made 
a lasting  impression  on  the  hearts  of  the 
Geneva  girls. 


Vespers 


Never  before  has  our  beloved  Tipi- 
Wakan — our  “meeting  place” — been  so 
crowded  for  the  vesper  service  on  the  first 
Sunday  of  camp,  and  never  before  has 
there  been  just  such  a vespers  service, 
for  never  before  this  year  has  there  been 
just  such  a group  of  twelve  graduate 
leaders  to  conduct  this  twilight  gathering. 

Anyone  who  knows  about  the  Camp  of 
100  Fires  knows  that  its  aim  and  purpose 
is  to  train  for  leadership  girls  of  North 
America.  Sunday  night,  these  twelve 
graduate  leaders  proved  without  a doubt 
that  the  camp  is  not  failing  in  its  purpose 
one  bit,  but  that  the  dream  of  Kinji  and 
Minisino  is  beginning  to  come  true.  All 
of  these  girls  are  “doing  things”  in  their 
own  states  and  communities,  and  they 
represent  many  states  in  the  Union  and 
one  province  in  Canada.  Not  only  are 
they  “doing  things,”  but,  what  is  in- 
trinsically the  most  important  and  far- 
reaching  of  all,  they  are  themselves  all 
“regular  girls”  and  worthy  patterns  of  the 
ideal  of  the  camp. 

Jo  Royer  presided,  and  each  of  the 
twelve  girls  told  of  the  inspiration  and 


working  power  she  had  gained  from  the 
three  years  of  camp  life  as  a girl  and  of  the 
subsequent  years  as  a leader.  Songs  and 
prayers,  in  which  all  took  part,  gave  ex- 
pression to  the  thoughts  and  longings 
of  all  the  girls,  to  measure  up  to  the  chal- 
lenge that  the  world  is  throwing  out  to  all 
womanhood  of  today  and  of  tomorrow.  It 
was  with  true  earnestness  and  loving  cour- 
age that  a Canadian  girl  prayed  that  we 
might  have  the  bigness  of  heart  and  the 
head  sympathy  and  insight  that  would 
make  it  possible  for  us  to  help  the  girl- 
hood of  Germany — our  enemies — who  are 
nevertheless  our  sisters,  too. 


Speak  a shade  more  kindly 
Than  the  day  before; 

Pray  a little  oftener. 

Love  a little  more. 

Cling  a little  closer 
To  the  Father’s  love. 

Life  below  will  broader  grow. 
Like  the  life  above. 


He  who  is  never  satisfied  with  anything, 
satisfies  no  one. 
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Seeing 

On  Saturday,  August  3,  all  of  the  first 
year  students  and  many  of  the  second  and 
third  year  ones  took  the  annual  trip  to 
Yerkes  Observatory.  We  gathered  on  the 
playground  immediately  after  dinner  and 
then  fell  into  line,  two  by  two.  With 
Wiehada  as  our  guide  and  Mrs.  Shogren 
as  our  rear  guard,  we  managed  to  arrive 
at  the  observatory  without  losing  track 
of  anyone  on  the  way. 

The  observatory,  which  is  connected 
with  the  University  of  Chicago,  is  situated 
at  the  top  of  a hill,  from  which  a wonder- 
ful view  of  the  lake  and  surrounding  coun- 
try may  be  obtained.  , 

The  talk  given  us  about  the  huge  tel- 
escope dealt  principally  with  the  spec- 
troscope, which  was  still  attached  after 
having  been  used  the  night  before.  The 
lecturer  explained,  at  great  length,  the 

Civilized 

How’s  your  hand?  Do  you  know  every 
leader  and  all  the  folks  whose  names 
start  with  S?  Didn’t  you  have  fun?  But 
didn’t  the  Dependables  make  you  mad 
enough  to  chew  raw  meat?  Wait  a min- 
ute? Where?  Why,  at  the  reception, 
to  be  sure!  You  didn’t  go?  Well,  you 
surely  missed  the  time  of  your  life. 

After  going  down  about  a mile  of  hand- 
shaking line,  everybody  sat  down  and  the 
preliminary  program  commenced.  Our 
Conference  Point  nightingale.  Miss  Mc- 
Curdy, Mammy  Chloe,  the  wonderful 
grand  opera  stars,  the  stupendous  modern 
movie  stars,  the  Dependable  campers 
(Gosh!  that  m-eat  and  them  roasting 
ears)  were  all  there  in  full  force. 

And  what  do  you  think?  We  had  eats! 
We  met  in  alphabetical  groups  and 
marched  in  nice  straight  lines — all  except 
the  W’s^ — but  then,  W always  was  a crook- 
ed letter,  and  what  could  you  expect? — 
and  got  ice  cream  cones. 

But  the  best  part  is  yet  to  come.  The 
evening,  crammed  so  full  of  entertainment 
and  cheery  “How  de  do’s,”  ended  most 
significantly.  The  new  girls’  wing  of  the 
Tipi-Wakan,  companion  to  the  boys’ 
wing,  with  its  beautiful  stone  fire-place, 
was  opened,  and  the  208  fortunate  girl  camp- 
ers, sitting  on  the  floor  with  the  leaders 
and  standing  around  the  fireplace,  wit- 


Stars 

value  of  the  spectroscope  in  spreading 
light  out  into  the  various  colors  of  the  spec- 
trum. He  told  of  measuring  the  speed  of 
the  travel  of  the  planets,  of  the  relative 
distances  of  the  stars  from  the  earth,  and 
of  the  elements  of  which  the  heavenly 
bodies  are  made  up.  We  were  also  in- 
formed of  the  two  motions  of  the  telescope 
and  of  the  great  advantage  of  having  the 
rising  floor,  revolving  dome  and  sliding 
shutters. 

After  walking  about  the  outside  of  the 
dome  to  view  the  splendid  landscape,  we 
descended  to  the  end  of  the  corrider  to  see 
the  recent  photographs  of  the  eclipse  of 
the  sun.  Our  pictures  were  then  taken  and 
we  were  ready  to  return  to  camp,  after  a 
most  interesting  experience,  in  which  the 
“300”  figured  quite  prominently  on  the 
homeward  trip, 

Mii 

(.^)  Night! 

nessed  the  dedication  and  the  lighting  of 
the  first  fire. 

Jo  Royer  was  master  of  ceremonies,  first 
calling  upon  Kinji  for  a few  words  about 
this  addition  to  our  Tipi.  The  hearts  of 
all  the  girls  went  out  in  loving  gratitude 
to  Minisino,  William  H.  Danforth,  now 
away  across  the  waters  in  France,  for  mak- 
ing this  gift  to  the  girls  of  North  America, 
and  to  both  Kinji  and  Minisino  for  their 
dream  of  training  girls  for  leadership,  and 
for  their  hopes,  aspirations,  and  confidences 
placed  in  all  girlhood. 

Helen  Rose,  brought  from  Minisino’s 
own  Sunday  school,  and  Hazel  Coleman, 
read  the  Scripture.  The  firi|j:%e  laid  by 
Ben  Knight,  was  lighted  by  Ruth  George, 
both  of  these  also  from  Minisino’s  Sunday 
school  As  the  fire  kindled  and  the  flames 
climbed  higher  and  higher,  all  sang  “Keep 
the  Home  Fires  Burning.”  Miss  Palk 
voiced  the  prayers  of  every  heart  in  the 
dedicatory  prayer.  Mr.  Waite  pronounced 
the  benediction.  Happy  good-night’s 
were  said,  and  all  climbed  the  hill  to  tents 
and  cottages  at  the  very  latest  hour  ever 
kept  on  Conference  Point — at  least  in  the 
girls’  camp,  say  we. 


Strong  character,  like  strong  muscles, 
comes  from  activity — ^from  warfare,  not 
retreat. 
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THE  FLAG-RAISING. 

The  flag-raising — ^always  an  impressive 
service — was  made  doubly  impressive  Sun- 
day morning,  when  our  two  hundred  girls 
gathered  on  the  Hillside  about  the  new 
steel  flag  pole,  to  celebrate  the  flfth  anni- 
versary of  the  entrance  of  England  into 
the  war.  The  Canadian  girls,  those  who 
have  suffered  with  their  mother  country 
during  these  long  years,  had  charge  of  the 
program — a program  that  made  our  hearts 
swell  with  pride  and  patriotism  and  a feel- 
ing of  fellowship. 

Alice  Galloway  presided,  introducing 
flrst  Marjorie  Stumpf.  Marjorie  gave  a 
beautiful  talk  about  the  Christian  flag, 
telling  how  it  binds  all  of  us  together  under 
Christ.  As  she  spoke  the  true  signiflcance 
of  this  was  borne  forcefully  upon  us,  and 
we  thought  of  the  world  standing  together 
for  the  principles  of  Christ — purity,  loyalty 
and  sacriflce;  perfect  love  and  brother- 
hood. 

Happiness  over  the  entrance  of  America 
into  the  war  was  shown  on  every  face,  as 
Hazel  Coleman,  in  paying  tribute  to  the 
American  flag,  told  of  new  courage  brought 
to  the  struggling  nations  in  Europe  by  the 
influx  of  new  men  and  new  spirit.  “The 
American  flag  was  born  in  a struggle  for 
liberty,”  she  said,  “and  today,  in  this 


war  to  preserve  the  privileges  of  liberty, 
it  means  more  than  ever  before.”  Edna 
Geldart  then  explained  the  origin  of  the 
Union  Jack,  with  its  crosses  of  St.  George, 
St.  Andrew  and  St.  Patrick,  and  outlined 
a little  of  the  mammoth  part  that  Canada 
has  been  playing  so  bravely  and  so  loyally. 

As  the  flags  slowly  ascended,  the  strains 
of  “Onward,  Christian  Soldiers”  sounded, 
in  honor  of  the  Christian  flag,  the  only 
flag  in  the  world  that  is  permitted  to  fly 
above  the  Stars  and  Stripes;  then  “The 
Star-Spangled  Banner,”  and,  lastly,  “God 
Save  the  King.”  All  eyes  rested  on  the 
flag,  and  each  one  of  us  felt  a veritable 
thrill.  More  than  one  confessed  that  tears 
had  not  been  far  from  her  eyes. 

TO  OUR  AMERICAN  FRIENDS. 

Our  cordial  cousins  o’er  the  line. 

You  bring  to  us  a touch  divine 
Of  helpful  fellowship; 

The  Stars  and  Stripes  so  well  agree 
With  Britain’s  ancient  heraldry. 

By  freedom’s  conflict  knit. 

The  bonds  of  friendship  Arm  and  sure. 
So  long  existing,  shall  endure 
Through  centuries  of  peace. 

And  Allies  we  must  ever  be, 

For  righteousness  and  liberty. 

Till  sin  and  war  shall  cease. 

One  race,  one  language,  we  should  love 
Each  other  as  the  saints  above 
And  evermore  agree 
To  usher  in  the  glorious  birth 
Of  God’s  good  kingdom  on  the  earth — 
The  new  democracy. 

— [From  Canada. 


WHAT  DOES  THIS  SPELL? 

Clark 

BrOoks 

KiNji 

Ferguson 

WadjEpi 

Rodgers 

MayEr 

BryNer 

StreCker 

BosE 

Palk 

MOjag 

Williams 

AlexaNder 

WaiTe 


It  is  a divine  office,  the  divines t we  have 
here  below — that  of  helping. — [Carlyle. 
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Are  You  Four- Fold? 


Questionnaires!  How  much  that  word 
expresses!  First  the  reams  of  questions 
that  we  have  to  answer,  including  all  that 
almost  forgotten  knowledge  of  ourselves. 
Miss  Bose  and  Waon  are  ever  by  our  sides 
to  bring  back  that  knowledge,  so  we’re 
all  right.  Then  comes  the  picture  to  one- 
self, of  the  crookedness  of  her  life,  of 
things  that  she  ought  to  have  done  that  she 


THE  CHALLENGE. 

The  Challenge  from  “Over  There.” 

In  Flanders  fields  the  poppies  grow 
Between  the  crosses,  row  on  row. 

That  mark  our  place,  while  in  the  air 
The  birds,  still  singing  bravely,  fly 
Unheard  amid  the  guns  below. 

We  are  the  dead;  short  days  ago. 

We  lived,  felt  dawn,  saw  sunsets  glow, 
Loved  and  were  loved. 

And  now  we  lie  in  Flanders  fields. 

Take  up  our  quarrel  with  our  foe; 

To  you,  from  flaming  hands,  we  throw 
The  torch;  be  yours  to  hold  it  high. 

If  ye  break  faith  with  us  who  die. 

Ye  shall  not  sleep,  though  poppies  bloom 
In  Flanders  fields. 

— [Lieut.  Col.  John  MeCrea. 


has  not  done,  and  of  things  that  she  did 
that  she  ought  not  to  have  done. 

Best  of  all  comes  the  last  real  picture — 
of  hard  work  through  the  winter,  and  of  a 
shield,  with  the  M,  R,  P,  and  S sewed 
tightly  to  the  ends  of  the  cross,  for  we 
never  intend  to  lose  those  precious  sym- 
bolic letters  throughout  our  lives. 


Our  Answer. 

In  Flanders  fields  the  cannon  boom 
And  fitful  flashes  light  the  gloom. 

While  above,  like  eagles,  fly 
The  fierce  destroyers  of  the  sky. 

With  stains  the  earth  wherein  you  lie 
Is  redder  than  the  poppy  bloom. 

In  Flanders  fields. 

Sleep  on,  ye  brave.  The  shrieking  shell, 
The  quaking  trench,  the  startled  yell. 
The  fury  of  the  battle  hell 
Shall  wake  you  not,  for  all  is  well. 

Your  flaming  torch  aloft  we  bear. 

With  burning  heart  an  oath  we  swear 
To  keep  the  faith,  to  fight  it  through. 
To  crush  the  foe  or  sleep  with  you 
In  Flanders  fields. 

— [C.  B.  Galbreath,  Ohio  State  Li- 
brarian. 


Girls  That  Are  Wanted 


The  girls  that  are  wanted  are  good  girls — 
Good  from  the  heart  to  the  lips ; 

Pure  as  the  lily  is  white  and  pure. 

From  its  heart  to  its  sweet  tips. 

The  girls  that  are  wanted  are  home  girls — 
Girls  that  are  mother’s  right  hand. 

That  fathers  and  brothers  can  trust  too. 
And  the  little  ones  understand. 

Girls  that  are  fair  on  the  hearthstone. 

And  pleasant  when  nobody  sees; 

Kind  and  sweet  to  their  own  folks. 

Ready  and  anxious  to  please. 

The  girls  that  are  wanted  are  wise  girls. 
That  know  what  to  do  and  to  say ; 

That  drive  with  a smile  and  a soft  word 
The  wrath  of  the  household  away. 


The  girls  that  are  wanted  are  girls  of  sense  ’ 
Whom  fashion  can  never  deceive; 

Who  can  follow  whatever  is  pretty. 

And  dare  what  is  silly  to  leave. 

The  girls  that  are  wanted  are  careful  girls. 
Who  count  what  a thing  will  cost. 

Who  use  with  a prudent,  generous  hand 
But  see  that  nothing  is  lost. 

The  girls  that  are  wanted  are  girls  with 
hearts ; 

They  are  wanted  for  mothers  and  wives ; 
Wanted  to  cradle  in  loving  arms 
The  strongest  and  frailest  lives. 

The  clever,  the  witty,  the  brilliant  girl, 
There  are  few  who  can  understand; 

But  oh!  for  the  wise,  loving  home  girls, 

' There’s  a constant,  steady  demand. 

— [Exchange. 
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Thanks  be  to  God  for 
Waonspeakiye 

n n 

He  loves  the  Word, 

He  lives  the  Word, 

He  teaches  us  to  love  to'[live 
the  Word. 


As  We  Grow 


We  girls  have  found  that  we  are  not  the 
only  “things  what  grow.”  True,  our 
numbers  have  been  increasing  with  leaps 
and  bounds  each  year  of  camp.  But,  girls, 
we  almost  believe  we  shall  have  to  go 
some  to  keep  up  with  the  huge  bounds  of 
thirty  acres.  Did  you  all  know  that  our 
wonderful  camp  site  has  increased  to  such 
a size? 

You  Wigeopos  cannot  appreciate  the  sur- 
prise and  delight  of  the  Comrades  and 
Unstacandas  at  seeing  so  many  new  sights 
and  the  additions  to  Conference  Point. 
Every  inch  of  them  is  as  splendid  as  the 
things  we  previously  possessed;  so  you 
have  a little  idea  of  our  great  appreciation 
of  these  new  grounds,  the  wonderful 
stretch  of  lake  front  and  the  new  buildings. 

The  acquisition  of  the  Chalmers  property 
and  the  grounds,  including  the  lovely 
httle  “Forget-Me-Not”  bridge,  is  quite 
enough  to  please  anyone,  however  fas- 
tidious. But  in  addition  to  these,  our 
camp  has  been  enriched  by  a splendid 
new  building,  called  Cloverleaf  Hall, 
situated  on  Cloverleaf  Boulevard.  This 
is  the  elementary  building  of  the  training 
school,  which  the  O.  G.  C.  C.  has  the  priv- 
ilege and  enjoyment  of  using.  The  gates 
to  the  Council  Circle  and  many  minor 


improvements  on  the  grounds  make  our 
surroundings  more  attractive  and  add  to 
the  ease  and  pleasure  of  camp  life. 

A beautiful  landmark,  showing  the  ex- 
tent of  the  grounds,  by  Forget-Me-Not 
Creek,  is  the  Gateway  entrance,  which 
has  been  left  as  the  memorial  of  the  1918 
training  school  class.  Every  girl  in  camp 
feels  a wholesome  pride  in  these  possessions 
of  Conference  Point  and  wishes  to  express 
her  appreciation  to  each  and  every  donor 
and  buyer  through  the  columns  of  the  Hill 
Top  Echoes. 


NEWS  FROM  THE  FRONT. 

A cablegram  brought  the  news  to  Mrs. 
Post  that  Mrytle  Post,  who  is  stationed  at 
Camp  Conference,  was  wounded  in  serv- 
ice Friday,  August  2,  The  wounds  are  not 
serious  but  the  young  brave  is  hindered 
slightly  in  walking.  However,  under  the 
watchful  care  of  the  camp  nurse,  she  is 
convalescing. 

Myrtle  was  wounded  in  the  brave  duty 
of  hurrying  down  the  shore  path  to  help 
do  the  cheering  for  her  baseball  team.  She 
stubbed  her  toe  on  an  offending  tree  root 
and  fell  upon  her  knees,  shaving  the  bark 
on  both  legs. 
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Bacon!  Bacon! 


A bacon  toast  tonight!  Um-m-m!  that 
sounds  good!  What?  But  wait  a minute, 
we  have  to  work  for  it?  That’s  all  the 
better! 

And  we  did  work  for  it.  Five  of  the  slick- 
est girls  in  camp  were  caught  with  the 
goods  on,  and  I tell  you,  that  bacon  was 
the  best  I ever  ate!  Our  trusty  guards  on 
the  border  line  of  Conference  Point  make 
up  a well  trained  and  watchful  army,  and 
even  Margaret  Shapor,  Pep  Cavendish, 
Sarah  Dietz,  Marion  Vaughn  and  Marie 
Carrothers,  with  all  the  disguises  of  human 
ingenuity  were  not  able  to  get  past  ’em. 
Esther  Hill  did  not  come  back  “home” 
until  after  the  bell  tapped,  so  she  didn’t 
count. 

Our  wily  chiefs  knew  that  Tuesday  night 


was  the  strategic  time  for  those  loyal  scouts 
of  the  belligerent  army  to  try  to  get 
through  the  lines  and  destroy  our  first  ad- 
vantage by  getting  food  to  their  allies. 
They  even  tried  to  use  our  password, 
“Bacon,”  but  we  caught  ’em.  They  en- 
listed as  their  friends  Helen  Kintzinger, 
Myrtle  Tench,  Marion  Garland  and 
Dorothy  Sumley,  but  we  had  Hazel 
Shuneman,  Elizabeth  Johnston,  Lola 
Smith,  Elizabeth  Storrs  and  Mary  Helen 
Cassell  on  our  side,  and  they  couldn’t 
fool  us! 

Celebration  of  our  victory  was  held  in 
the  woods  around  a number  of  fires,  where 
we  toasted  the  bread  and  bacon  and  ate  it 
with  a hearty  relish.  And  we  didn’t  have 
bad  dreams  afterward,  either! 


Learning  to  Know  Each  Other 


Why,  I wonder,  were  so  many  girls  going 
to  Williams  Bay  on  a certain  afternoon 
last  week?  And  what,  oh,  what  did  they 
bring  back  in  those  mysterious  packages? 
Secrets?  Oh,  that  Friday  nighty  as  groups 
of  seven  or  eight  girls,  with  a leader, 
went  out  single  file  with  the  same  mys- 


terious secrets,  with.,  lots  of  joking  and 
laughing,  we  knew  that  something  was  up! 

And  right  we  were.  Each  tent  and  cot- 
tage group  went  out  by  itself,  and,  building 
a fire  either  on  the  beach  or  in  the  woods, 
settled  down  in  a circle  for  a good,  jolly, 
alternately  quiet  and  noisy,  time.  Some 
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roasted  bacon  and  marshmallows;  all  had 
something  to  eat.  For,  queer  as  it  may 
seem,  food  or  eats  around  an  open  fire 
seems  to  loosen  up  the  tongues  of  boys  and 
girls. 

And,  straightway,  out  there  under  God’s 
beautiful  stars,  with  the  leaves  of  the  trees 
and  bushes  rustling  in  the  wind;  there, 
under  the  roaring  camp  fire,  the  girls 
really  proceeded  to  get  acquainted,  to 
learn  each  other’s  aspirations  and  ideals, 
to  learn  to  grow  and  to  succeed  in  her 
chosen  work.  It  was  a beautiful,  peace- 
ful time,  and  we  all  felt  nearer  to  our  own 
tent  company  after  that  night. 


“THE  GIRLS.” 

(Parody  on  “The  Boys.”) 

Has  there  any  old  slacker  got  mixed  with 
our  girls? 

If  there  has,  take  her  out  without  mussing 
her  curls. 

Hang  the  grumbler  and  groucher,  throw 
away  the  stiff  joint. 

Smile  just  a little  on  Conference  ’Point.  ' 

We’re  happy,  we’re  happy,  who  says  we 
are  sore? 

She’s  off,  dog-soldiers,  just  show  her  the 
door. 

Sorry  today,  what  makes  you  think  so? 

Just  ask  Conference  Girls  if  you  really 
want  to  know. 

We’ve  a trick,  we  young  ladies,  you  may 
have  been  told. 

Of  talking  in  public  as  if  we  were  old. 

There’s  a girl  we  call  Mrs.  and  the  rest  are 
all  Miss, 

It’s  a neat  little  fiction,  but  what’s  all  of 
this? 

You  hear  us  laughing,  you  think  we’re  all 
fun. 

Ah,  but  the  world  laughs,  too,  at  the  good 
we’ve  begun; 

It  takes  laughter  with  sorrow  and  play 
mixed  with  work 

To  help  us  be  beautiful  and  not  want  to 
shirk. 


Then  here’s  to  our  girlhood,  with  its  work 
and  its  play. 

The  tears  of  its  sorrows  and  mirth  when  its 
gay; 

And  when  we  do  leave  this  dear  camping 
place. 

May  we  enter  the  fight  and  win  in  life’s 
race. 


BEFORE  AND  AFTER. 

Oh,  girls,  what  a time  you’ve  missed^ 
’Tis  with  regret  I tell. 

But  those  who’ve  been  here  years  before. 
Ought  to  know  quite  well. 

All  through  the  week  you  might  have 
worn 

Your  skirts  and  shirtwaists  neat. 

Frills  and  furbelows  if  you  wished; 

My,  wouldn’t  you  have  looked  sweet? 

Your  hair  might  have  been  done  in  the  lat- 
est style. 

And  used  cosmetic  too; 

There  would ‘not  have  been  a Hying  soul. 
To  say  a word  to  you. 

But  now,  af  last,  alas,  it  is  tod  late! 

All  these  nice  things  to  do. 

For  dog-soldiers  have  been  appointed 
To  keep  their  eyes  on  you. 

If  they  should  happen  a skirt  to  spy, 
They’d  grab  you  on  the  spot. 

They’d  take  you  before  the  Council, 
And  there  they’d  make  it  hot. 

They’d  take  your  hairpins,  too. 

And  never  bring  them  back. 

All  cosmetics  they  gather  up 
In  a great  big  sack. 

So,  girls,  be  wise,  rernember. 

Take  care  what  you’re  about. 

Or  a dog-soldier  will  get  you. 

If  you  don’t  watch  out. 


Why  is  Gladys  Wise? 

Did  Daddy  Waite? 

Is  Wadjepi’s  hair  real  Orwig? 

Whom  did  Susan  Schock? 

Is  Anna  K.  Young? 

Did  Reba  Fixter? 

Whom  did  Grace  Pierce? 

Where  are  Lottie  May’s  Bose? 

You  would  have  seen  them  if  it  had  Ben 
Knight. 


Yes,  we’re  girls,  always  playing,  with 
tongue  or  with  pen. 

And  I sometimes  have  asked,  “Shall  we 
ever  be  women? 

Shall  we  always  be  useful  and  laughing  and 
gay 

And  go  on  with  our  work,  day  after  day?” 
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Re-Zounds 


A pebble  thrown  into  the  water  starts  a 
circle  that  spreads  and  spreads  and  spreads. 
Watch  that  careless  word! 


See  if  you  can  answer  this  question  be- 
fore reading  the  last  line: 

Who  goes  into  the  dining  room  and  eats 
up  all  the  beef? 

Who  cheers  and  cheers  at  meal  time  until 
you’re  nearly  deaf? 

Who  has  a perfect  knowledge  of  every  tree 
and  leaf? 

Who  goes  to  bed  at  night  time  as  quiet  as 
a thief? 

If  you  ask  my  own  opinion,  it  is  my  firm 
belief 

That  anyone  would  answer,  “Of  course,  it 
is  a Chief.” 


The  Girl  Across  the  Way  asked  us  today 
if  the  August  *bunch  belonged  to  the  head- 
quarters staff  or  to  the  quarter  head  staff. 


Hold  your  tongues!  Kinji  ’ll  get ’em  if 
your  don’t  watch  out. 

Do  you  wish  you  were  better?  Then 
today  is  the  time  to  turn  wish  into  will. 


Some  of  you  all,  who  are  going  to  take 
an  astronomy  course  at  college  next  year, 
just  tell  your  prof  that  you  have  visited 
Yerkes  Observatory  and  looked  through 
that  great  telescope,  and  you  will  pass  the 
course  with  flying  colors. 


Heard  at  the  Chief’s  Table. 

Grace — “Isn’t  Dot’s  red  bathing  suit 
bully?” 

Esther — “Yes,  it  would  chase  all  the 
cows  home.” 

Soon  after  she  caught  on,  Grace  left  im- 
mediately for  home. 

One  of  the  groups  originated  this  little 
jingle  in  the  dining  room.  It’s  nice,  ain’t 
it? 

We  are  the  girls  of  world-wide  fame! 
“Conference  Point  Older  Girls’  ’ is  our  name. 
Tall  girls,  short  girls,  fat  girls  and  slim, 
“Older  Girls  Camp  Conference”  takes  us 
all  in. 

You  don’t  need  money,  and  you  don’t 
need  pearls. 

Anybody,  everybody — just  so  you’re  girls! 
It  takes  God-inspired  grit  to  learn  to 


‘ ‘love  your  enemies  and  pray  for  those  who 
despitefully  use  you  and  persecute  you,” 
It  takes  grit  to  meet  an  enemy  and  whip 
him  but  it  takes  more  grit  to  be  kind  to 
him  and  heap  coals  of  Are  upon  his  head. 


Any  gift-inspiring  friend  of  the  camp 
who  is  seeking  a suggestion  may  get  one 
right  here — a waste  basket  for  the  Hill  Top 
Echoes  office.  Whoever  heard  of  a news- 
paper office  without  a scrap  container? 
Of  course,  we  get  the  subtle  compliment  of 
implication  that  this  office  turns  out  no 
trash. 


Greetings,  Miss  Frye!  We  hope  that 
few  of  us  will  have  to  visit  you  professional- 
ly, but  we  are  glad  for  your  touch  on  our 
lives. 

Do  You  Get  This? 

This  is  your  hour,  creep  upon  it; 

Surpmon  your  power,  leap  upon  it,  ^ 
Grasp  it,  clasp  it,  hold  it  tight. 

Strike  it,  spike  it  with  full  might; 

If  you  take|too  long  to  ponder. 
Opportunity  will  wander. 

Hesitation  is  a mire. 

Climb  out,  climb  up,  climb  on  higher. 

Do  your  best  and  do  it  now. 


Wigeopo,  looking  at  Kinji’s  favorite 
white  dog — “Oh,  is  that  one  of  Kinji’s  dog- 
soldiers?” 

Wasn’t  it  thrilling?  Didn’t  you  have 
palpitation  of  the  heart  as  you  gazed  on  the 
passionate  wooing  of  Romiette  and  Julio? 


Why  does  Kinji  think  that  boys  are  such 
admirable  creatures?  Doesn’t  he  know 
what  Mother  Goose  says  about  them? 

What  are  little  boys  made  of? 

Snaps  and  snails  and  puppy  dogs’  tails, 
That’s  what  little  boys  are  made  of,  made 
of. 

That’s  what  little  boys  are  made  of. 

What  are  little  girls  made  of? 

Sugar  and  spice  and  everything  nice. 
That’s  what  little  girls  are  made  of,  made 
of. 

That’s  what  little  girls  are  made  of. 


The  Official  Barber  has  an  announce- 
ment to  make : Uncle  Sammy  wants  your 
hair  to  make  ropes.  Martha  has  enlisted 
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— will  you  be  a volunteer?  Come  to  Tent 
6 and  Sybil  will  fix  you  up. 


Wanted — A shotgun,  to  kill  some  of 
these  chickens.  They’re  too  healthy. 


Mojag’s  family  is  announced  for  Tuesday 
morning.  Hooray!  How  do  you  do, 
Wasta  and  Charlotte?  We  have  certainly 
missed  you.  We  sang,  “Courage,  Brother, 
Do  Not  Stumble”  for  Mojag  Monday  and 
he  is  more  than  ready  for  you. 


Now  we  know  why  armies  don’t  use  ar- 
rows any  more  in  fighting.  Kinji  explained 
it  at  assembly  Monday.  These  ancient 
weapons  have  all  been  turned  over  to 
Cupid!  That  is  why  we  learn  archery  at 
camp,  so  that  we  can  be  proficient  in 
Cupid’s  army. 


We  are  certainly  glad  that  our  office  is 
near  Wadjepi’s  house.  He  happened  in 
on  us  as  we  toiled'  far  into  the  night  and 
brought  us  peanuts.  With  the  salutation, 
“Are  you  bacon?”  (and  we  sure  “Were)  he 

Hurry ! 

When  the  rising  bell  rings. 

You  jump  into  your  things. 

And  run  with  a will. 

To  the  top  of  the  hill. 

You  slide  and  you  slip, 

Then  down  to  the  dip. 

And  after  a splash. 

You  make  a wild  dash 
Back  up  the  hill  again. 

To  get  dressed,  and  then 
You  eat  a good  meal 
(Yes,  you  eat  a great  deal). 

"You  clean  up  your  tent. 

To  your  heari's  content. 

Then  you  go  into  class 

Where  strange  things  come  to  pass. 

To  assembly  you  go 

And  hear  lots  you  don’t  know. 

You’ve  time  for  reflection 
After  tent  inspection. 

And  then,  after  dinner. 

Each  poor  worn-out  sinner 
Retires  for  some  rest, 

And  all  noise  is  suppressed. 

You  wake  with  a yell 
At  the  sound  of  the  bell! 

You  go  to  play  ball 

And  you  try  to  win  aU. <;<  . . i 

Then  down  with  a vim, 


immediately  scented  the  difficulty  in  the 
bugs  that  were  circulatin’  around  our  light 
and  with  the  help  of  a small  string  and  his 
strong  right  hand,  he  tied  our  light  to  the 
window  and  thereby  saved  us  from  the 
bugs,  for  the  bugs  all  went  out  the  window. 
Blessings  on  his  frosty  pow! 


If  any  of  you  want  to  order  a set  of  the 
slides  showing  the  views  of  camp  life,  just 
write  to  George  W.  Bond  Slide  Company, 
14  W.  Washington  St.,  Chicago,  111.  They 
may  help  to  bring  some  one  to  Confer- 
ence Point  next  year. 


Big  things  can  arise  from  little  and  de- 
spised nonenities.  Daddy  Waite  brought 
that  out  in  Bible  study  Monday  morning. 
From  the  city  dump,  the  refuse  heap  of  an 
old  Oriental  heap,  came  the  only  known 
samples  of  the  Greek  of  the  common  peo- 
ple, the  Greek  that  Matthew,  Mark,  Luke 
and  John  used  in  their  Gospels. 


Three  cheers  and  an  eagle’s  scream  for 
our  orchestra.  Mrs.  Alex  sure  knows  how 
to  make  us  make  music. 

. ■ ; '■  r 


To  the  four  o’clock  swim. 

Ten  comes  some  more  eating 
And  then  the  state  meeting. 

And  after  Hillside, 

You  sit  side  by  side,  ’ 

Way  down  in  the  wood. 

In  Council  Circle  so  good. 

And  then  all  at  once  you  see  many  stunts, 
The  girls  come  in  swarms,  and  each  one 
performs. 

Then  after  it’s  through 
You  bid  fond  Adieu, 

And  hasten  away, 

After  such  a full  day. 

To  pleasant  dreams. 

While  the  bright  moon  beams. 

— [Grace  Woods. 


HEAR  ’EM! 

Yes!  the  Hogs  are  still  here.  They  still 
disturb  our  rest  hour  every  afternoon  with 
their  unearthly  yells  of  “Help,”  as  they  fill 
up  on  ice  cream  cones.  You  can  tell  ’em 
by  their  emblems  and  by  the  dignitation 
(whatever  that  is)  and  woe  to  you  if  you 
grab  their  yell! 
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A Peep  at  Sports 


Although  the  results  of  the  athletic 
meets  were  not  obtainable  at  press  time, 
the  Tribes  were  getting  into  the  spice  of 
the  physical  side  of  the  camp  in  great 
shape.  Inter-tribal  games  were  going 
about  50-50,  with  everyone  showing  good 
sportsmanship  and  rejoicing  in  their  op- 
ponents’ victories  with  a true  appreciation 
of  fine  skill. 

The  schedule  for  the  week  was  as  follows : 
Monday — Baseball,  Dakotas  vs.  Crow- 
feet and  Dakotas  vs.  Navajos;  VolDy  ball, 
Susques  vs.  Navajos  and  Susques  vs. 
Blackfeet;  Captain  ball,  Iroquois  vs. 


Blackfeet  and  Iroquois  vs.  Crowfeet. 

Tuesday — Baseball,  Susques  vs.  Black- 
feet; Volley  ball,  Iroquois  vs.  Crowfeet; 
Captain  ball,  Dakotas  vs.  Navajos. 

Wednesday — Baseball,  Iroquois  vs. 
Crowfeet  and  Iroquois  vs.  Navajos;  Vol- 
ley ball,  Dakotas  vs.  Navajos  and  Da- 
kotas vs.  Blackfeet;  Captain  ball,  Susques 
vs.  Blackfeet  and  Susques  vs.  Crowfeet. 

Thursday — Aquatic  meet. 

Friday — Play  meet. 

We  have  lots  of  fun  in  all  our  play  and 
we  surely  get  to  know  our  teams  and  our 
opponents. 


Attention ! 


Have  you  filled  out  the  subscription 
blank  found  on  page  8 of  the  Lake  Breeze 
Special  No.  2?  If  you  have,  you  have 
minded  your  Editor  and  your  Great  Chief 
Kinji-gissis,  and  you  must  have  that  com- 
fortable feeling  of  having  obeyed  your  su- 
periors and  of  having  done  that  deed  which 
will  bring  you  great  future  pleasure. 

For  you  know,  don’t  you,  that  no  one 
except  those  signing  the  said  subscription 
blank  and  digging  up  the  precious  five 
jitneys  can  get  copies  of  Conference  Point- 
ers throughout  the  year?  Those  fine  is- 
sues of  the  Lake  Breeze  and  these  excel- 
lent (?)  numbers  of  the  Hill  Top  Echoes 
are  gifts  to  you  from  Chief  Kinji,  as  are 


the  other  copies  of  Pointers  on  the  Four- 
Fold  life  throughout  the  year.  Do  you 
know  that  if  every  one  of  you  were  to  hand 
your  paltry  twenty  fives  to  Kinji  immedi- 
ately, you  wouldn’t  pay^  for  one  copy? 
Paper  and  labor  is  high  these  war  days! 

You  are  requested  to  add  twenty-five 
cents  to  your  subscription  blank  merely  to 
obey  the  postal  laws.  The  special  num- 
bers for  the  summer  are  over!  . The  copies 
edited  by  our  real  Editor,  John  L.  Alex- 
ander, will  begin  next  month  and  will  truly 
be  worth  while. 

All  right!  In  single  file  as  you  hand  in 
your  quarters!  Don’t  crowd!  Everyone 
will  have  a chance! 


/ 


